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Purple Keys chosen,
other awards given
The ten winners of the Purple
Key and the winners of several
other awards were revealed at the
annual award day at Winona
State College Monday morning,
May 11.
The Purple Keys, limited to ten
out of the graduating class, are
awarded to those with a high
scholastic average who have been
active in extra-curricular affairs
outside of their own major and also may have performed community service. Selection is made by
Kappa Delta Pi, the honorary society in education, but the recipients are not limited to education majors. Miss Floretta Murray, advisor to Kappa Delta Pi,
made the presentations.
The 1964 Purple Key winners
are: (in order of their academic
achievement) : Patty Pottratz,
Mrs. Marilyn Theis Jackson, Betty Schulze, Patricia Sherman,
Rodney VanVleet, Mrs. Carole
Greenwald Mitsch, Inge Hofer,
Joy Plooster, Slyvia Rupp, and Roger Groenwold.
Dr. M. R. Raymond, academic
dean, announced that those graduating with special honor (3.5-4.0)
are: Ken Chupita, Mrs. Marilyn
Theis Jackson, Mrs. Carolyn Maertens Kosidowski, Patty Pottratz,
Betty Schulze and Thelma Start.
Graduating with honor (3.0-3.5)
are: Barbara Benike, Joanne
Bergsgaard, Georgeanne Berkman,
Dave Burdick, Kathy Cody, Le- Vern DeVries, Gary Forden, Jill
Florin, Bob Gray, Roger Groenwold, Inge Hofer, Mrs. Janice
Bakkedahl Johnson, Ross King,
Richard Kulas, David Lueck, Judy
Lynn, Mrs. Carole Mitsch, Henry
Nilsen, Kenneth O'Brien, Shirley
Ott, Shirley Papenfuss, Joy Plooster, Sylvia Rupp, Sharon Seeling,
Pat Sherman, Kathy Stork, and
Rodney VanVleet.

Other awards:
Kappa Delft Pi (for service to
the local and national honor society : Inge Hofer, Jill Florin, Kathy Cody, Joy Plooster and Patty Pottratz.
Kappa Pi (art fraternity—for
service to the organization, college and community) : Janet Lubinski, Ronald Buck and Judith
Wilsey.
Wenonah Players: Guard membership — Mrs. Judith Schmidt,
Carl Fratzke, Karen Lentz, Tom
Wedul and Alfred Wolfram; PurLeuchtenberg, Sal Rotty, Sylvia
ple Mask Award — George Colbenson.

Those graduating with bachelor
of science degrees are: Joanne
Aadahl, Kathleen Albers, Kenneth
Alderniann, Lowell Allen, William
Alleri, Dale Anderson, Gary Anderson, Mary Lou Arneson, Steven
Bailey, Barbara Benike, Joanne
Bergsgaard, Georgeanne Berkman,
Mary Blahnik, Stephen Boller,
Ronald Buck, Karen Cafoures- ,
Phillip Choffin, Kathleen Cody,
George Colbenson, Bonnie Corcoran,
Harry Davis, Mark Dilley, Monica Dvorak, Robert Ebert, Sydne
Engrav, Frances Felder, Gary
Ferden, George Ferrata, John Finnegan, Barbara Fisher, Patrick
Flaehrty, Wayne Flaten, Jill Florin, Dan Flynn, David Frank, Alice
Fratzke,
Barbara Gaustad, Ronald Leppert, Judy Gerken, Christopher
Gilbertson, Geraldine Griffith,
Roger Groeneworld, Charles Hager, Thomas R. Hall, Alfred Hanson, Demetra Hassos, Arthur Hitt,
Inge Hofer., Gerald Isensee, Mary
Issendorf,
Carol Jacobsen, Carol Johnson,
Gretta Johnson, Jerry Johnson,
Harla Jones, Norman Keller,
Bruce Kieser, Ross King, Kenneth
Klawiter, Janice Kluzik, Karole
Kramer, Dwala Krie, Richard Kulas, Gordon Lanning, Robert Larson, Ralph Leistikow, Karen
Lentz, Douglas Lietz, John Litcher, aDvid Livingsson, Roy Lockhart, Maxine Lorange, Garey
Lunn, Judith Lynn,
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Winona State Speech Association: Outstanding member —
George Colbenson; a scholarship
was awarded to Steve Anderson,
Winona Senior High School.
National Collegiate Players:

Donald and Gerald Sweeney, alumni.
Public Speaking: Gold medal
oral interpretation of poetry -Colbenson; silver medal in the oral
interpretation of prose -- Kathy
Peterson; gold medal in the oral
interpretation of prose and a silver medal in the oral interpretation of poetry — Joan Vanderau.
Mathematics: a set of mathematical tables to Marvin Papenfuss.
Collegiate Club: Roger Groenwold, Donna Myran, Glenn Houghton, Mrs. Brenda Gabrych, Jill
Florin, Kathleen Rangitsch, Lowell Allen, Charles Zane, Mrs. Deniele Pahl and Karen Rud.
Wenonah (yearbook) : EditorsArlys Berning and Mary Stocker;
copy editor—Rollie Wussow; seniors—Steve Bailey; underclassmen
—Jill Miller; faculty—Joe Seufert;
student life Carroll Ruedy; sports
—Tom Smith; business and adver-

Grads announced
One hundred and fifty-seven
students will graduate at the end
of the Spring Quarter.
One hundred and twenty-six will
graduate with bachelor of science
degrees, twenty-nine with bachelor or arts degrees and two with
associate of arts degrees. Ten pezsons wil receive masters degrees.

The ifinonen

Gerald McCaffrey, Patrick McGauley, Donald McManimon, Maureen Manion, Maurice Miller, Michael Mrachek, Duane Mutschler,
Marilyn Nichols, Gary Obele,
Mary Ann O'Connor, Rose O'Neill,
Michael O'Reilly, Shirley Ott,
David Pahnke, Suzanne Parsley,
Martha Paulson, Edward Pendrys,
Gerald Pilger, Jean Joy Plooster,
Patricia Pottratz, Carol Predmore,
Alicia Price, Kathleen Rangitsch,
Karen Rud, Caroline Rudolf, Sylvia Rupp,
Lois Russel, Sharon Sanness,
Tames Schmitz, Nancy Schreiber,
tetty Schulze, VaVelle Shely, Patricia Sherman, Sharon Simon,
Dorothy Skibbe, Thelma Start,
Betty Stendall, Thomas Stendall,
Kathryn Stork, Rosella Strehlow,
Mary Stremcha, Genece Thoreson, Jean Thoreson, Gene Tillman,
Patricia Timmers, David Vail,
Rodney Van Vleet, Curtis Wilbur,
Mary Wild, Darlene Wilson,
Charles Zane, Rose Zomek,
Bachelor of Arts: Ronald Appel, David Bess, Robert Chapek,
Kenneth Chupita, Landis Doner,
Dale Egland, Michael Finley, Donald Grams, Robert Hill, A. Peter
Johnson, Carol Kjos, Gerald Klement, Thomas Knopp, Richard LaPatka, Charles Lukaszewski,
Spencer Maassner, Ronald Moline,
Henry Nilson, Michael O'Bradovich, Kenneth O'Brien, Lyle Papenfuss, Shirley Papenfuss, Arlen
Pederson, LeRoy Quam, :Jerome
Rogers, James Strande, Lowell
'Stueve, Ronald Trok, Bruce Zellmer.
Associate in Arts: Janice Goetzman, Kay Wilhusen.
Master of Science: Richard Balliette, Leif Bollesen, Margreta
Brekke, Minnie Carlson, Wilmer
Homstad, Donovan Klausen, Robert Meyer, William Morse, James
Sheehan, Thomas Vail.

PURPLE KEY . . . These are eight of the
ten Purple Key winners. The other two, Mrs.
Marilyn Theis Jackson and Mrs. Carole Greenwald Mitsch, have completed their work and are
not presently enrolled. Those pictured are: Patricia Sherman, Joy Ploester, Inge Hofer, Sylvia

tising—Curtis Wilbur; index—Sue
Zimmer and Sue Hagemann; photographers—Ron Kesler and Joe
Seufert; general—Nancy Barski,
Marge Bebermeyer, Sharon Chamberlain, Lola Dingemans, Marcia
Daily, Ann Goldsmith, Gloria LeTourneau, Wayne Menzel, Ann
Steege and Kathy Turner.
Cheerleaders: One year — Sherrie Kozak, Phyllis Herschberger,
Mitzi Iverson, and Joan Kangel,
new captains; four year — Kathy

Wenonah Players
initiate members
In a colorful ceremony at the
Winona Country Club Tuesday
evening, Wenonah Players initiated eleven actors and theatre technicians into active membership.
A fter the dinner, retiring president, George Colbenson, began the
installation of next year's officers.
The rose ceremony was used.
New officers are: president,
Tom Lauchtenberg; vice president,
John Hess; secretary, Mary Stocker; corresponding secretary, Eileen Ryan; treasure r, Ron
Schmidt; head technician, Carl
Fratzke. Speaker of the evening,
Miss Dorothy B. Magnus, director
of the college theatre and adviser
to Wenonah Players, was introduced. She spoke on the meaning,
responsibilities, and rewards of
membership in Players.
On behalf of the cast and crew
of GHOSTS, William Zenker,
graduated teaching assistant in
Speech and leading actor in
Ghosts, presented Miss Magnus
with a Swiss music box, in a hand
etched silver case, imported from
India.
Following Mr. Zenker's presentation speech, Wayne Parker,

Minneapolis, 1963 graduate, now
directing and designing for the
Richfield Community Theatre,
spoke for the Alumni of Players.
His talk was followed by the farewell speeches of the graduating
seniors.
Students initiated into Active
membership at the banquet were:
John Hess, Gary Hitzman, Maria
Hogetveit, Sarah Paul, Paula Roberts, Leonard Rollins, Eileen
Ryan, Ron Schmidt, Bill Spurbeck
and Judy Stenbeck.
Thirty members were present
for the initiation.

Rupp, Betty Schulze, Patricia Pottratz, Roger
Groenewold, and Rodney Van Vleet. The Purple
Key is awarded annually to the ten senior students who have contributed a great deal to the
school and have maintained high scholastic
achievement.

Stork, retiring captain and Donna
Myron.
Fran
Winonan (newspaper) :
DeGrood, Diane Erickson, Margaret Siebenaler, Rollie Wussow,
Jan Goetzman, Sharon Tyler, Tom
Baer, Ron Kesler, Joe Seufert,
Dulcie Berkman, Reggie Robinson,
Mary Reuter, Mohsen Jazaeri, Nina McLaughlin, Bill Silver and
Ken Chupita.
Warriorettes: first year pins —
Diane Borgen, Kathy Brock,
Joyce Evans, Diane Gislason,
Maddy and Nathalie Litschke, Nina McLaughlin, Peggy Lyndahl,

Mary Kay Modjeski, Kathy
Schmitz, Marilyn Schwanke, Penny Trubl, and Sally Wiczek; second year awards — Pat Rader,
Betty Dolny, Judee Fuglestad,
Mary Gates and Sharon Harnack;
third year awards — Karen Hartley; senior awards — Barbara
Benike, Patricia Pottratz and
Sylvia Rupp.
Other awards were made but
they had been announced previously. These included "Who's Who in
American Universities and Colleges," student commission and athletic participation.

Scholarships given
Winners of scholarships at Winona State for the next academic
year were honored at a program
and reception at Somsen Auditorium Monday night, May 11.
Winners of the Flagg Scholarship given in memory of Miss Etta
Flagg, whose picture hangs in the
faculty lounge, to currently enrolled students went to Sandra
Corey and Spencer Munkel.
The Sylvia S. Bremer Prize for

creativity in writing or the theatre was presented by Dr. Harold
Guthrie, chairman of the literature and language department, to
William Zenker.
Miss Gertrude Finch of the
business education faculty presented the National Business Education Association award to Miss
Betty Schulze. Mrs. Ruth Hopf,
also of the business faculty, presented the Delta Kappa Gamma
award to Miss Jonelle Millam.
The Paul J. Hardt Memorial
scholarship given by the Beta Xi
Chapter of Sigma Tau Gamma
fraternity to a new student went
to Theodore Smarzyk of Ivanhoe.
The Minnie Damm scholarship
given by an anonymous donor
went to John Enger.
Miss Susan Day of the women's
physical education staff gave the
Jean Talbot award to Judy Olson.
Etta Hudson Howell scholarship
awards to incoming freshmen entering the elementary field went
to Claudia Bishop, St. Paul;
Diane Fuchs, Hastings; Reggie
Gregory, Bangor, Mich. ; Jeanette
Harmon, Utica; Tanya Hildebrandt, New Brighton; Jean Lennon, Kenyon; Gayle Mohrbacher,

San Francisco; Wanita Olness,
Whalan; Patricia Piculelli, Minneapolis; Barbara Rollins, Weaver;
Mary Sacia, Melrose, Wis.; Mary
Sheehan, Hokah; Marilyn Thom,
Farmington; Miriam Towata, Hawaii; and Janet Prudoehl and
Kathy Shira of Winona.
The American Association of
University Women scholarship
was presented by Mrs. E. J. Boller
to Maddie Litschke.
Scholarship awards to currently
enrolled students from unrestricted funds went to Judy Bailey,
Sally Bublitz, Anthony Conway,
James Craig, Patricia Runningen,
Carmene Sens, and John Stephan.
Scholarships to incoming freshmen from unrestricted funds were
presented to Wayne Gergen, Randolph; Vicki Kubista, Farmington;
John Mihm, Hendricks; Janet Nelson, Nerstrand; Larry Plank, St.
Charles; Vaughn Uagahashi, Rosemary Hamilton and John Wierzba
of St. Paul; Jeanne Reck, Wabasha; Yvonne Ronich, New Brighton; Sandra Schley, Foley; Lloyd
Swalve, Wells; Barbara Tracy,
Minneapolis; and Janice Glende,
Winona.
The Etta Hudson Howell awards
for students currently enrolled
were awarded to Arlys Berning,.
Elaine Christopher, Joanne Daniel,
Diane Ebert, Mrs. Marcia Engen,
Robert Farley, Susan Frisch,
Kathryn Johnson, Laurel Johnson,
Mrs. Dorothy McLaughlin, Marlene and Mary Moechnig, Judy
and Kaye Olson, Mavis Pinke,
Bonnie Ramsdell, Margaret Siebenaler, Verne Shea, Nancy Turner and Nancy Waldo.

Editorials

Thank you, readers!
Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!
We on the Winonan staff would like to thank you, the students of
WSC, for making this a busy but extremely successful year for us.
We would love to mention individual names along with our thanks
but lack of space does not permit.
Perhaps a few organizations should be mentioned since they cooperated so well and provided us with the greater portion of our news.
Many thanks to the Student Senate, Academy of Science, Sigma Tau
Gamma, Phi- Sigma Epsilon, Delta Zeta, Collegiate Club, WRA, SAM,
Kappa Pi, and Alumni Association.
We thank the WSC faculty for their advice and encouragement as
well as for the news they provided for us.
Thanks to the "oomph" in the students this year, we received many
letters both for and against Winonan articles. We hope this "oomph"
continues and just as many letters are turned in next year.
The staff will change in '64-'65 but the quality of the paper will be
as good and even better if you cooperate as well as you have.

WSC'ers migrating
Slowly but surely the classrooms of WSC are emptying. This
is not a nostalgic reference to the
end of the year and graduation.
It is a tribute to the lovely Minnesota weather.
As the days get nicer the students migrate from the classroom
to the lake and other sunning
spots to put on the brown hue so
coveted by the college folk today
for that healthy look. Missed quizzes, lectures, and slightly disgusted profs fade into the background
of sun and sand.
There are two dangers to sunning besides the falling grades.
One is the sun. Lobster hues
are fine for lobsters but may
be very hard to sit down on. For
a first exposure stay out only 15
or 20 minutes. If you are swimming you tan faster and burn
faster so watch the water expos-

ure too. Contrary to popular
opinion baby oil or mineral oil
will not prevent burning, and most
suntan lotion protects for only
two hours so re-apply if you are
out longer.
Mosquitoes are another annoyance while tanning, especially toward evening. If you are dark the
mosquitos prefer to bite you. Fair
skinned people are not as susceptible to the mosquitoes. Energetic
people on the go are more
likely to lose some of their .vital
fluid to the little winged female
monsters. Less active people are
not as appetizing. Don't wear cologne or after shave lotion if you
are where the mosquitoes are —
they love it too,
Enjoy your beaches and acquire
that healthy look but watch out
for the sun and the mosquitos!
Have a nice vacation.

As I view it ..

Reporter raises "heck"
with WSC health service
By Phil Silver _
Open letter to the health service:
I would like to devote a part of
my column this week to raising
heck with the Health Service. Recently a very unfortunate occurence happened which has made me
a little more conscious of the lack
of attention with which the health
service treats its students.
A friend of mine had been suffering from a migraine headache,
and did not have the proper medication to alleviate the situation.
So my friend called the health service to see if they could treat it.
Unfortunately, they didn't deem it
necessary to look into it, and as
a result of their complacency, or
just plain carelessness, this person had to suffer the rest of the
evening. Now, what must a person
have before the health service decides to treat him ?
As long as one is paying for ser-'
Vices rendered by the health service, why can't one take advantage of these services ? This particular case is not applicable to
just the on campus student, but
also to the off campus student. I
believe some action should be taken to try and eliminate this lack
of caring on the part of the health
service.
Now many will voice the opinion concerning the fact that the
health service is constantly getting calls from quacks or otherwise, and naturally I can see this
point. But the fact still remains
that, maybe one out of ten students might be in need of medical attention. And to my way of
thinking, this one person in ten
should not suffer from the foolishness of others. I can only suggest
one idea which might be worthwhile in helping the health service deem who is worthy of treatment.
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I would require the health service to keep on file, at home as
well as in the school office, a list
of those who suffer from chronic
illnesses and troubles, along with
a brief health record of each. This
plan excludes the possibility that
others will get sick occasionally,
too. Then maybe this would help
the health service determine who
is sick and who isn't.
This is the only suggestion
which I can offer concerning the
complacency of the health service.
I hope I have made my position
clear in this matter. I believe that
if enough students are interested
enough in the matter, something
can be done about it.
And now back to the more
peaceful side of my column.
Well, class elections are in and
the officers for next year have
been elected. These officers are as
follows:
Senior Class President: Ted Kelley
Vice President: Pete Blum
Secretary: Jan Johnson
Co-Treasurers: Mike Lyons and
Jim Starkman.
Junior Class President: Bert
Yamamoto
Vice President: Joseph Alphonso
Secretary: Susan Zimmer
Treasurer: Maddy Litschke
Sophomore Class President: William Silver
Vice President: Ron Williams
Secretary: Curt Lindahl
Treasurer: Carol Koester
I would like to wish the best of
luck to all the elected officers for
next year. May you represent
your school well.
In the thanks dept:
Many thanks to all the students
who contribute their money to the
JFK Memorial Library. Your con-

Hitler in action
mostly forgotten
By Mohsen Jazaeri
You and I are most likely too
young to remember Hitler in action. Our history books and memories aren't too old, though. They
reflect the whole story like a mirror and they always give us the
20th century. Well, was he? He
impression that Hitler was probably the greatest hypocrite of the
was indeed and yet it is hard to
see why.
It is possible that Hitler was
Jewish in his younger days. If he
were a Jew, then as he grew up
with the discrimination against
the Jews in the world, the fact
that Jews didn't even have a
homeland just because they were
Jews, made a hypocrite out of a
man who started the bloodiest
war in the history of man.
When he became the dictator of
Germany he hated Jews for what
people did to him and this is
where his hypocrisy started. He
became prejudiced against one religion, because Jews aren't necessarily of the same race. Besides
that, he believed that the Aryan
race was the most intelligent race
of the world, and the Aryans
should be masters of the world.
To achieve this purpose Hitler
started a war. He started a war
because of his belief that one man,
because of his race, is better than
another.
Because of this we call him a
hypocrite. Many nations of the
world fought against him for
what they called equality and
freedom of man. Many nations of
the world got together and started the United Nations to achieve
this freedom and equality.
Mao Tse Tung is the hypocrite
of our age. Among many reasons
he is trying to unite black race
and yellow race against the white
race. We will fight him and have
a bloodier war than the last one
under the sign of freedom and
equality of man.
Hitler was a racist among other things. Tse Tung is also a racist.
We blame all these people for
their beliefs more than anything
else, because it is their beliefs that
cause their actions.
Yet, we never look around ourselves.

tributions will be greatly appreciated, not only from the Kennedy
family, but also from those who
are helping to create a living memorial to the late President.
In the makes it official dept.:
The Faculty Senate has finally
approved the Student Senate constitution.
The Student Senate was recently visited by the Director of Personel, Mr. Mariner._ We discussed
with him the powers of not only
the Student Senate, but also the
newly renamed Personal & Guidance service.
And again in the thanks dept:
As a final note to the closing
school year, I would personally
like to send my thanks to all those
students who have made this, my
first year at W.S.C., a most enjoyable one. If I had to thank each
individual for his help, I might
need the help of IBM to sort all
the names. I sincerely mean this.
I only hope that in future years,
more students will feel free to
contact this column and air their
complaints or ideas for the betterment of Winona State.
And finally, I would like to
thank the Freshman class for
trusting me with their confidence.
I would sincerely like to extend
my best wishes to the students of
W.S.C. for the coming year, and
hope that you will share the success I have had this year. Have a
pleasant summer.

Far-fetched facts

Camp trip experience
never to be forgotten
By Nina McLaughlin
Last week-end the Warriorettes
went on their first annual campout.
It was wonderful . . . I have
never been camping before and
this was just the initiation I needed to make sure that I won't ever go again! I like bread—especially when, cooked over open fires,
but there was that unfortunate
incident with the tinfoil unrolling
into the river while we were wrapping up the hamburgers.
Everything actually went quite
well until the rains came down,
and down and down. As we played
"Flag up on Iwo Jima" with the
tent pole leaning very precariously in the direction of the lean-to
with some girls under it, red
flares began to fly all over the
camp area. And splashing feet
with no accompanying giggles indicated males were present. Ah!—
to the rescue Miss Locks and Miss
Moravec with their trusty axe
and 120,000,000 volt flashlight.
"Stop or we'll shoot." Needless to
say, they did not stop.
The rain did stop, however, for
about half a hour—long enough
for everyone to get all enthused
about sleeping under the stars
again. Just as we got our sleeping
bags all laid out on the sand it
began to rain again. This time we
were much better prepared not
to keep the water out, but our tent
had confiscated a whole carton of
Hershey bars and many bags of

marshmallows from the general
supply. The water poured onto the
floor of the tent through the bottom of the screen and we all sat
around and stuffed our faces and
told ghost stories. What better
setting could you ask for to scare
the daylights out of your girl
friends than a dark and rainy island deserted of all human inhabitants except yourselves ? Add
a few dates from recent newspapers to make your story sound
plausible, and just as you are coming to the blood chilling climax
someone yells "Charge" and the
waters are alive with lights and
motors and four boatloads of boys.
What a way to ruin a good ghost
story!
Too bad, but our trusty chaperones came to the rescue again
and after that the mosquitoes got
so bad that even the fellows retreated. Next morning the sun did
not rise cheerfully to chase away
the groans from stiff backs and
arms after sleeping five to a twoman tent. In fact the sun did not
rise at all until we were back in
Winona after breaking camp at
5:00 and waiting until 9:00 on
the cold sand for the boat to pick
US up.
This really is not a long complaint for I would not have given
up that night for anything — it
was great! One question — what
does one do with a water-logged
guitar ?
Happy summer vacation!

WSC players, leader
receive theatre award
Wenonah Players and their director, Miss Dorothy B. Magnus,
Winona State College, had the distinction of displaying the most
outstanding college theatre exhibit at the North Central Theatre
Association convention in Rochester May 15 and 16. Miss Magnus
was also a speaker on the Saturday afternoon program.
North Central Theatre Association draws its members from college, university, community, high
school, and children's theatres
in Minnesota, Iowa, Wisconsin,
North Dakota, South Dakota, and
Nebraska.
The Wenonah Players exhibit,
which was prominently placed in
the inner foyer of the Rochester
Civic Theatre, consisted of moving
color pictures of GHOSTS,
TWELFTH NIGHT, and THE
MEISTER, all recent productions
in the arena theatre at WSC.
Black and white photographs of
the same plays and of BAD
SEED, produced earlier this
month, plus two large handsome
wood covered record books and the
white National Collegiate Players
— Winona chapter — book enhanced the display. Also included
in the exhibit were posters from
recent productions, reviews, programs, and other printed and pictorial promotion.

Cheating bothers
a thinking student
To the editor:
Something has been bothering
me for a long time.
Recently I have experienced in
a number of classes the fact that
a considerable amount of cheating
is going on during examinations.
This would not bother me as
much if it were only a few persons
but the number is more than a
few.

KROC TV Rochester photographed the exhibit. Not only
were still shots taken but movie
film was made and telecast over
KROC TV ten o'clock news, Friday night, May 15.
Miss Magnus appeared on the
second afternoon panel Saturday.
The tpic for discussion was "The
Classics as Produced on Various Levels." She represented the theatre in the state
colleges. Other speakers on the
panel were Arthur Ballet, associate director of the University of
Minnesota theatre, and Dwain
Johnson, director of the Marshall
High School theatre, Rochester.
Wenonah Players who set up
the exhibit and attended the convention were: president, George
Golbenson; president-elect, Tom
Leuchtenberg; graduate teaching
assistant in Speech, William Zenker; Eileen Ryan; John Hess; Ron
Schmidt; Roy Lockhart; Calvin
Ellestad; and Alfred Wolfram.

The students who are doing
the cheating are not just the students who usually get low grades.
but the ones who seem to be the
better students.
It bothers me for two reasons,
and I think this should bother
you too.
The first reason is because the
competition is hard enough as it
is to get a good grade. And when
some students cheat it ups the
curve for the rest of the class.
Second — later on when these
people get out and are working
on their jobs and help to run this
country they are probably not going to be the citizens I want in
my community.
What are you and I going to do
about it ?
Doug Rosendahl
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Creative Writing byWSC Students

Panic
by Mohsen Jazaeri
(Note:, My government back
home is a dictatorship. The governnment officers always take the
easiest way to get rid of their
enemies; they kill them.)
I had been a member of the
resistance party since I was fourteen years old. In my party, we
used the word "home" for prison.
The following incident happened
just before I turned fifteen. I was
selling my party's newspaper in
the market place or "Bazaar" that
day. I had fifteen hundred newspapers with me when I got
caught. It ddn't scare me at first.
What could the police do to me?
After all, I was only fourteen
years old.

They took me to the police station. Then their questions came
pouring out. Where did I get the
papers ? (I didn't know.) Who was
our leader ? (Well, I didn't know
that either.) "Fine," the big man
sitting behind the table said. Then
they took me "home."
It was quite a "home." It was
narrow with long walls and an
extremely high ceiling. The door
was big and heavy. It was made of
iron, I decided later. There were
no windows and the walls and the
floor appeared unfriendly and wet.
I sat there for a short time wondering what my father and mother would think if they knew where
I was. "What would the police do
to me ?" I thought. They couldn't
kill me; I was too young. The

These four pages constitute a special section of the W inonan. It contains a
selection of creative writings submitted by the student body of Winona State. In
years past, these compositions were published by the English Club in a special edited
paperback known as the "Loom". Since the English Club is not in existence this
year, Pi Delta Epsilon journalism fraternity has taken the initiative to make a fitting
replacement. An editorial committee composed of Anthony Conway, Ronald Kesler,
Mohsen Jazaeri and Diane Erickson, under an advistory staff of Dr. Douglas Stenerson and Mr. Adolph Bremer, selected the following writings to be published for this
purpose.
It is felt that Winona State College has a fine representation as far as creative writing is concerned and that these people should be given the chance to display
their talent.
thought of being killed in this
hole scared me. My mouth beceme
dry and sweat started running
down my back; yet I was cold.
Then I tried to calm myself. "They
might kill me," I thought. But I
would be killed with all the pride
that is needed for a big man to
fight for the people he loves; but
I wasn't a big man, I was just a
kid.
My mouth was even drier now
and I was getting colder. Sweat

was running all over my body
now. I knocked on the door to ask
for some water, but I didn't get
an answer. I knocked hard, but
still there was no answer. Was I
to be left all alone here? Yes,
that was the easiest way to kill
me. How would my parents feel
about it ? They'll be proud of their
son. I wanted to cry, but I remembered that big men didn't cry.
Then I remembered that I was
just a kid and I started to cry.

I remembered my friends who
were killed. Now I knew how they
felt when they were "home." They
were mostly big men though. Now
the police wanted to kill me, a kid.
It was dark inside of the jail and
I was so scared I couldn't sleep;
besides the floor was wet and I
had to stand up.
That time I stayed in jail for
three days! Next time I went
"home" I was seventeen and I
wasn't even scared.

The Need to Succeed
by Karen Grimm
It was late August. In town it
was hot and sticky, but down by
the lake a gentle breeze was blowing inland carrying a cool moisture through the tall trees.
Sammy Jones pulled the cover
off his tennis racket and took a
few practice swings. He neatly
folded the cover and placed it
under his jacket. His eyes swept
across the green lawn and then
toward the lake. In only a few
weeks he would be entering Roosevelt Senior High
School. He wondered to himself
if his grades
would be good
-enough, would
the coach like
him — most of
all,
would the
rest of the team
accept him. SamMiss Grimm my told himself
that he had to make the
tennis team. He had played
now about two years, sneaking down to the courts early
in the morning when the sun was
just coming up. He'd practice earnestly for about two hours and then
run for home and reach his room
before his folks got up. Sammy's
mother and father felt that tennis
should be reserved for Saturday
afternoons. Playing tennis was all
right, but there were many more
important things his mother had
said.

A MOSQUITO LIT on Sammy's
arm and his mind jerked back to
the present. He scratched his arm
and then frowned at the small
swollen welt where the mosquito
had bitten him. He rubbed the
whole area as if trying to scale
the black skin away. His hand
moved almost automatically to his
head where he tried to smooth the
crinkled hair. Sammy knew that
inside he wasn't really ashamed
of his color, but it made it tough
sometimes — very tough.
Thud! Thud! Someone was hitting a ball against the practice
board. It was Tom Jeffers, who
also wanted to get on the tennis
team. They had played together
quite a lot over the summer.
Sammy liked Tom. Tom had always played straight and called
the out-of-hounds quite well.
Sammy didn't have to see the end
line to know where it was. Each
time he stroked the ball he could
call before the ball struck whether
it was "in" or "out."
They decided to play a match.
The minute Sammy's hand felt the

smooth leather grip of the racket
his mind wandered. He pictured
beautiful lawn courts with crowds
of people watching him from the
bleachers. Tom walked to the other
side of the court and then glanced
back at Sammy. He admired
Sammy in a way, especially his
athletic build. Tom knew that he
himself was behind other boys in
growth and maturity. But Sammy
had already assumed a manly
look with a broad chest, slim hips,
and muscular shoulders and legs.
Tom also felt that Sammy didn't
have the coarse facial characteristics of a Negro. His nose was tapered instead of being broad and
with the nostrils fitting close to
his face. Tom knew that Sammy
had tried to take the kink out of
his hair because it had looked so
oily and plastered at times when
Tom had been at Sammy's house.
Actually, Tom thought to himself,
Sammy was quite good looking
even though he was a Negro.

WHOOSH! A HARD served ball
whizzed past Tom's head. He quickly apologized for not being ready
and scrambled from the court to
return the ball.
Sammy now retreated into a
world of his own. He was competing for the Davis Cup championship. As he looked toward the huge
crowd he saw the anxious and
taut faces of his mother and father. His old coach was there too
with some of the Ivy League
coaches of the Eastern section
watching with a look of seriousness spread over their faces.
As the match started, Sammy
stroked the ball with ease and determination. He lobbed the ball far
into the backcourt, and then with
his opponent caught stranded he.
dashed to the net and sliced the
return shot down within about
three feet of the net on his opponent's court. His opponent caught
on fast and returned his shots expertly along the side line. Sammy
shouted, "Nice shot. Good return."
But then his world caved in.
Sammy looked up to see five boys
strolling along the outside of the
court. They sneered at him putting their fingers to their nose to
indicate their distaste and hatred.
Then they started to chant and
jeer. "Nigger, Nigger!" Sammy
could stand that. He kept playing,
trying to shut the noise from his
earns. But then it came. The boys
were now on the courts. One of
them shouted, "Niggers don't play
tennis, they collect garbage."
Sammy's eyes blazed. His hand
flew to his pocket as he lunged toward his tormentors.

THE BOY TURNED quickly
and ran with his followers in close
pursuit. Tom shouted to Sammy
to stop, but Sammy didn't hear
him. Sammy ran now, but not
after his tormentors. He ran for
home, seeking only to be alone, to
gain control.
Later in the day Tom stopped by
with Sammy's jacket and racket
press. Sammy heard his mother
talking to Tom, but he didn't go
down to see Tom. He just didn't
feel like talking, not yet anyway.
As the months passed, Sammy
struggled to keep his grades up
in school. He and Tom practiced
tennis every Friday in the gymnasium. When the boys met for tennis, Sammy looked for the reactions of the other fellows. He
watched for the whispering and
cold stares, but they didn't come.
One Friday the whole team was in
the gym practicing. Sammy rallied with Tom but was having
trouble with his serve. He double
faulted twice and slowly walked up
to the net to retrieve the balls.
Out of the corner of his eye he
saw coach Welton watching him.
As he came back to the service
line he could see the coach corning toward him.
"YOU AREN'T reaching for the
ball, Sammy; you've got to stretch
that arm. You can't serve with a
lazy swing," the coach directed.
Sammy wondered if the lazy
swing had anything to do with his
color. He wanted to snap back and
tell the coach that he knew a lot
more lazy white people than Negroes, but instead he just shook
his head and started toward the
dressing room.
Spring came at last and Sammy
viewed the tournament notices up
on the bulletin board with eagerness and suppressed excitement.
The next day the coach put up a
list of the boys traveling to the
tournament. Sammy waited until
all the boys had cleared away and
then hurried toward the notice.
Before he got close enough to see
the list, someone came up and
slapped him on the back.
"HEY SAMMY, we made it!"
Tom's eyes almost seemed to dance
as he pointed out their two names
on the list. Sammy tried to hide
his excitement but in a short time
he and Tom were boasting to each
other with nervous laughter,
They had to travel only across
town for the Saturday tournament.
Coach Welton told them on the
way over that River Dale High
School was ranked at the top and
would be their most difficult opponent.

After his first four matches and
with one loss, Sammy found himself watching for the final game.
Tom had lost two of his matches
so he was out. Another member
of the team was still playing a
River. Dale boy. If the River Dale
boy won, Sammy would be playing
the championship match.

SAMMY WATCHED as his
teammate Hank served three successful serves. The River Dale boy
recovered and came back strong
and the score tied at deuce. The
boys were now murmuring encouraging comments to their teammate. "Stroke for the sideline —
put on the pressure." The River
Dale boy stroked a hard fast slice
to the left corner of his opponent's
court. Hank ran all out in an attempt to reach it. He reached the
ball and swung hard but couldn't
stop himself. Everyone held his
breath as Hank crashed into the
side fence and slid to the cement.
Coach Welton ran over immediately and examined Hank's hand.
Sammy and the rest of the fellows
watched as Hank's hand started to
redden and swell. The coach looked up at his boys and said quietly,
"Someone start warming up with
Sammy. Hank's out of it."
Sammy knew that Hank deserved to play in the championship
game, buut now it was up to him.
He almost wished that he had lost
his previous game.
SAMMY WONDERED who his
opponent would be. The matches
had been going on in two different
courts, so no one from this court
had seen the other player.
He had just started to wipe off
his racket grip when he heard the
voice he knew he would never forget.
"Well, if it isn't the garbage
man, or have you changed to digging ditches ?" Sammy wheeled
around and came face to face with
the boy. It was the same face, the
same voice, the same tormentor.

SAMMY GLARED at the tall
boy standing in front of him. The
boy turned away. Sammy's hand
clenched hl racket and he took a
step after the boy. A strong hand
clasped around Sammy's upper
arm. Sammy without looking back
attempted to jerk away.
The coach's voice was soft but
stern. "Sammy, I want to see you
in the locker room."
Sammy slumped down on one
of the benches. "It's not worth it,
it's not worth it," he thought to
himself. The words drummed
through his mind making him feel
tired and sick. He decided that he

would leave. He would run home
and maybe in time, the other fellows on the team would forget
about him and what he had done.

"GO AHEAD SAMMY, run. If
you can't handle something, get
away from it." The coach drew a
deep breath and continued, "The
boys will forget in time that you
let Hank down. Its just a tournament. They'll forget about it, but
will you ? So that boy out there
doesn't like you. I suppose you
like the whole human race ? Every
person that you've met you've liked. Is that right Sammy ? You
made the team. Now show them
why you made it. It's your world
too, Sammy, why don't you try
living in it for awhile ? You may
find out that it's not so bad, especially when you've got a whole
school in back of you. You can't
win by yourself. This is what you
have to realize and accept. But
everything you do and say can be
a great influence on others." Coach
Welton now paused, waiting for
Sammy's response.
Someone shouted from the door
that the officials were ready to
begin. The coach walked toward
the door, not looking back, not
saying anything. Sammy walked
out too, but not toward home. He
walked toward the courts with a
big grin starting to spread over
hiS face. He walked up to his opponent, who was now talking to
his coach on final strategy. Sammy
thrust his hand out to the other
boy. The boy frowned but offered
his hand.
They started the match. Every
time he could get the chance,
Sammy looked toward the bleachers. He saw many familiar faces
and all of them were cheering him
on. Hank was shouting encouragements so much that an official had
to warn him about interrupting

the match. Sammy played the
hardest that he had ever played
and seemed to confuse his opponent by complimenting him on his
good strokes.
THE JUDGE called out, "Winner of the championship game
from Roosevelt High School —
Sammy James."
All of a sudden Sammy saw his
opponent running toward him.
Sammy stood firm. The boy jumped the net and kept on coming.
The boy swung his arm around
Sammy. Sammy waited for the
blow.
The blow never came. Instead
Sammy felt the firm, friendly
clasp of a boy who had ceased to
be his tormentor.

Page 4

THE WINONAN

Wednesday, May, 27, 1964

To Yell and All That Stuff
by Judith Dubbs
New Year's Eve is a time for
celebrating. Everyone forgets his
problems for a while and pretends,
instead, that life is filled with continuous happy experiences. Workers forget their bosses, doctors forget their patients, teachers forget
their kids, and kids forget their
teachers.
Pete was twelve years old. This
year he wouldn't be forgetting anything. Instead, at ten o'clock, he'd
drink a glass of milk and then go
to bed.

EXCHANGE IDEAS . . . Two of this issue's short story authors, LeVern DeVries, left, and Mohsen Jazaeri, exchange opinions
on each other's writings. Moshen is a junior from Tehran, Iran,
and LeVern is a senior from Plainview

The Monument Makers
by LeVern DeVries
Row on row stand those monuments to prosperity. Like bloated
missiles grown fat with waiting
for war. Their corrugated steel
glisten like the ribs of a halfstarved beast. They refuse to tell
that they are glutted with a
thousand bushels of midwestern
grain. They speak but one line,
"Butler Storage Bin," then fall
mute.
It is only rarely in the history
of a nation that
that it finds it
possible to raise
and maintain
such obese monsters. It is only
in a nation like
the United States
DeVries
that such a surcould result and even prosper. It
is only in an age of mechanization and science that the field can
give up its laborers and allow
them to work in the factory.
BUT LET us not take false
pride in such accomplishments.
Let us not say we have conquered
and caged the beast called starvation without cost. Let us take a
real look at the price we payed
and still pay today.
With the westward advancement went the plow to till the fertile loarns untouched by man save
for the tread of moccvasined feet.
The earth was good and provided
generously in its season. But with
each rain drop came the destruction. Little by little the top soil
left the land until soon the rich
black soil had become the overburdened brown soil. And so it
continued for some two hundred
years. In these two hundred years
we lost more top soil than any
other civilization had in two thousand years. But then this is part
of the price we pay.
Today we have an agricultural
system which is so productive
that we find ourselves in a state
of surplus. Each year our national
government spends billions of dollars to aid the farmer to produce
more of what we already have too
much, Swamps are drained, research is done, forests are cut, and
dams are built with the single
minded purpose of increasing our
total food output. Despite such
facts as that we are the best fed
people ever to inhabit the earth;
we are in the process of becoming
a race of giants due to our superior diets; or thot we waste as much
food as we consume in a year; we
continue to demand greater food
production.
IT HAS in recent years become
,

the policy of the U.S. government
to spend money on increasing
yields we do not need and therefore which they must in turn buy
as surplus. And somewhat more
recently it has become government policy to buy agricultural
products on a price supported
market and later sell these same
products back to the producer at
current prices which are usually
lower.
Take as an example the careful
farmer who sells a thousand bushels of corn at a dollar a bushel to
the government. He then stores
this corn in a bin, which the government rents from him. Later, he
may need the corn for the fattening of market animals, which will
be sold at supported prices. So he
watches the market. As the corn
market drops below the original
one dollar per bushel he buys back
the corn he had previously sold.
In this purely legal process the
enterprising farmer has gained
whatever the difference in price
was, plus the rent he was paid for
storing the corn until he needed
it. Needless to say he was also afforded the convenience of having
the corn stored near at hand so as
to eliminate shipping cost.
Was there sowewhere in the distant past a time when a farmer
was proud to produce the food
which made life possible for others ? Was there a time when each
harvest brought celebration and
praise ? How good it must have
felt to bring forth the yield in
such a period!
TONIGHT we will go to bed
drowsy with over-satisfied appetites while two-thirds of the world will seek sleep as an escape from
the constant pains of never-ending
hunger. Tomorrow we will rise
and begin again to produce more
food to fatten the Butler Bins.
It seems a bit ironic at this time
of plenty to be so concerned about
the current, "watch your weight,"
trend. One might ask how it would
sound to a starving child in SouthEast Asia to hear us say, "I simply must stop eating." Especially
when we consider that his weekly
consumption would make a rather
poor dinner in our home.
So this is the price. Land destruction, tax burdens resulting
from subsidies, and the embarassment of eating in front of several
billion hungry less fortunates.
Season by season, the monuments to prosperity increase. As
they prosper and fatten the morality of 'too much' eases its burden onto the shoulders of the monument makers.

TO EXPLAIN THIS, you must
knw about Pete's first and last
New Year's Eve party. It had happened only the previous year. It
was about seven o'clock on the
Eve. Pete was working on a model
airplane when Tom, his older
brother, came into his room.
"Aren't you going to church with
me tonight, Pete ?"
"On New Year's Eve ?" Pete
asked. New Year's Eve was his
only chance to stay up past eleven
and he had no intention of spending it in church.
"Well, it's just like any other
New Year's Eve party, with fun,
games, and food," Tom said.
Pete was attracted by the word
party. His mother had been talking all week about the shindig the
Schulze's were giving.
"You get to play games, huh ?"
Pete asked.
"Yaaa, Pete," Tom answered.
"And you can yell all you
want?"
"You can be the first to yell,"
Tom said.
Pete thought for a minute. It
probably didn't sound too bad. His
only reason to stay up past eleven
on previous years was to yell
Happy New Year as loudly as he
could. And if he could do it at a
party, all the better.
"O.K.", Pete said, "I'll go."
They walked the short block to
church and when they entered the
basement, Pete lost all doubt. He
immediately was caught up in
the whirlwind of conversation and
games. Even with his usual fumbling, he managed to get through
the clapping game, although he
almost slapped old Tilda Olson
when he got carried away with a
big clap. During the lifesaver game
it naturally had to be Pete who
broke the straw. It wouldn't have
been so bad but his side lost. And
he laughed too loudly when funny
Mr. Peterson spilled half a glass
of strawberry punch all over Mrs.
Gilbertson's frilly dress.
All in all, Pete thought the
party was a success. It probably
wasn't as exciting as a regular
New Year's Eve party, but it was
fun.
By ten-thirty the games were
over and the conversation was getting boring so Pete found himself
a chair in the corner. He sat down
to wait for the twelve o'clock
whoop-de-doo. Pete thought, "This
is really going to be tremendous. I
can yell and act crazy and no one
will mind. My brother won't even
have to make excuses for me."

Pete. In another half an hour the
climax would come. Pete felt anticipation like the moment before
kick-off of a big football game.
At fifteen minutes to twelve the
Pastor spoke. "Let's all go into
the Nave and bring in the New
Year with reverence."
"What?" Pete thought to himself with despair. "Reverence ?
This is New Year's Eve. Everybody yells and does crazy- stuff."
Everyone followed the minister
into the church proper. They took
the pews up in front and sat with
a quiet pious attitude. Pete sat,
too. He kept looking at his wristwatch.
"Ten minutes to twelve. This is
terrible." He thought of last year
when he hung out the window and
blew the most intense squeak he
could on his saxaphone. He thought
of the year before that when he
loaded all his cap guns with caps
and scared his mother. He thought
of all his private New Years Eve
celebrations. This present situation
was unbelievable.
"Five minutes to go. Maybe
they'll yell, anyway," he reasoned.
"They should. Everyone should
yell."
Pete sat quietly and then looked
at his watch again. "Three minutes left." He thought to himself,
once more. "I know, we'll bring
the New Year in with reverence

and then after it's here, everyone
will yell. I'll bet they'll really holler."
But the quietness of the group
betrayed Pete's logic.
"One minute. What if nobody
yells ?" Pete was confused and
terrified. "Maybe the whole party
will be a flop. I suppose you
shouldn't yell in church, but we
do in Sunday School, though."
The second hand moved past six
on the clock. Pete gazed intensely
at it. "Sure they'll yell. But what
if they don't ? They didn't look
very happy when they sat down."
Ten more seconds and he would
know. His heart beat faster. Three
seconds, he gathered a last gulp
of air. His lungs were full and
his heart was pounding against his
chest.
"HAPPY NEW YEAR!" he
screamed with all the volume his
voice was capable of. The unbearable tension was shattered. The •
New Year was here.
Now, nothing but complete silence. No one moved, no one
breathed, no one looked. Not one
person stared at Pete, but they
would. Not one person spoke to
Pete, but they would. The glorious
exciting moment of the New Year
had come and gone. ' There had
been no yelling, nor shouting, nor
any of that crazy stuff.
"Let us continue in reverence,"
said the Pastor.

W. S. C. - With Apologies
To Carl Sandburg
By Bruce Johnson
State College of Winona
Teacher Maker, Stacker of Books,
Oldest State College West of the Mississippi;
Stormy, husky, brawling,
School of the Warriors:
They tell me you are wicked, and I believe them; for I have seen your
farm boys under the street lights luring the freshman girls.
And they tell me you are crooked, and I answer: Yes, it is true I have
seen the student cheat and go free to cheat again.
And they tell me you are brutal, and my reply is: On the face of dorm
students I have seen the marks of wanton hunger.
And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this
my school, and I give them back the sneer and say to them:
Come and showe me another school with student body singing so loud
the national anthem at basketball games.
Flinging fast. balls and curves amid the toil of piling win on win, here
is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the other state schools.
Fierce are the Warriors with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a
savage pitted against the wilderness,
Bareheaded,
Smoking,
Wrecking,
Drinking,
Building, breaking, rebuilding,
Under the smoke, beer on his breath, laughing with white teeth,
Under the influence of Bub's, laughing as a young man laughs,
Laughing even as a Great Warrior laughs who has never lost a battle,
Bragging and laughing that under his belt is the Bub's, and inside his
car there is more,
Laughing!
Laughing the stormy, brawling laughter of Youth, half-drunk, swearing,
proud to be State College, Teacher aMker, Stacker of Books, Oldest
State College West of the Mississippi.

The party lingered on. A tingling excitement had swept over

Death Out
in the Sunshine
by Anthony Conway
An old man drinks the
cup of youth. Out of him
springs himself, rolling pink
and new New and seventy.
New and ancient.
An old man dies into
the wet black earth. Out
of it springs himself, rolling
pink and new. New and seventy.
New and ancient.
We cannot find the cup of youth.
Let's die instead.

On Man
by Anthony Conway
Out of the hardened fluid
EARTH
steps man, a puffed drop
in the blood and veins of the
UNIVERSE.
Floating in pipes or running blood,
he sings to reach the
HEART
and issue forth again.
A raindrop is an endless
SEA,
and man shouts while the long
sun shines that he is wet.
While drying in the shining light,
he sings of raindrops everlasting

and calls the storm his son.
BLOOD
is the fluid of the
WORLD.
RAIN
is a spattered
SEA.
ALL
is carried to the
HEART
and storms are sons of the
SEA.
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Just For the Hell of It
By LeVern J. DeVries
The brawny '48 Buick forged its
way south through the heavy heat
of the dying August afternoon.
She had long since lost her spirit
on the forgotten roads of western
Canada and the United States.
She, like her passengers, had
traveled too far in too short a lifetime.
Jeff Young, who now guided
the steaming Buick, was born in
Billy the Kidd, Wyoming. It was
there he grew to sixteen. It was
from there he had fled with no
desire to return.
His partner, who now lay

sleeping on the seat beside him,
was Hank Long. He had been
christened Henry Fremont Long
over in the village of Cheyenne
Crossing, South Dakota. Hank,
like Jeff, had left home while still
a boy to join the ranks of drifters
to nowhere.
Jeff and Hank had met two
years ago quite by accident. They
had been fighting on the street of
some forgotten town in Colorado
when the police came. Suddenly
they were thrown together by the
common need to escape. It was
only after this escape was certain that Jeff offered his hand and
said, "Hell, she wasn't worth it
anyhow. Shake ?" "Shake," replied Hank. And so it was these
two similar young men became
partners.
Jeff and Hank were alike in
many ways. They were both twenty-year old drifters, slightly • educated, of questionable parentage,
and restless. The were both quiet
and polite. Yet in each there was
a young man's desire to raise a
little hell once in awhile.
The only noticeable difference

in the boys was that Hank was
obviously a half-breed. He bore
the unfavorable distinction of being a half member of a half forgotten tribe. Sometimes Jeff
would tease Hank about being a
'cigar store Indian.' Hank took
this good naturedly and would usually follow with something like,
"Well at least my old man wasn't
a tumble weed." Jeff and Hank
took these comments about their
past lightly. They both knew they
were too similar to throw stones.
Hank and Jeff had just finised
four weeks of shoveling grain for
various employers on the vast
plains of western Canada. They
were now heading south through
Washington to nowhere in particular. They each had been paid
off two days ago. Two hundred
and twelve dollars smoldered in
each boy's hip pocket. Two hundred and twelve directions traveled through each boy's mind.
At first the dry heat had been
a relief from the already frost
nipped Canadian prairies. But now
it was like a drug. It consumed
them completely. It came in with
each breath and accepted grudgingly each exhalation. The dusty
green sage seeme dto ride on a
wave of shimmering air. The infrequent water holes almost visibly streamed their waters to the
sun. The sun, the very source of
life, was today taking back its
precious gift.
"God, this place must use hell

as a heating system!" groaned
Jeff. He rubbed his hand over his
sweat drenched shirt and mumbled, "I thought sweat was upposed to cool you off. What a
bunch of . . ."
Hank sat up quickly and rubbed
his eyes. "What's up ?" he said
yawning.
"We're coming to a town," replied Jeff.

town appeared beyond and below. It had seen fit, some time in
the past, to take residence along
a stream of slight size. Aside
from several scrawny cattle grazing along the stream across from
the town the prairie was empty.
"It must have been on just such
a day that they decided to build
a town on that stream," Jeff
thought to himself. "God knows
there isn't another place around
here worth it."
"How about a swim!" they said
simultaneously.
"Okay," said Jeff, "But we've
got to hurry. It'll be cold soon as
the sun gets down."
The sun fell somewhere in the

sage it had nourished and would
soon bake and turn into tumble
weeds in their season. Its heat
remained briefly, pouring forth
from the parched soil. Soon it
would be cold.
"So this is Flint Creek, population 149," Jeff said sarcastically.
"You been here before?"
"Nope, not in this one, but a
hell of a lot like it. We going to
stay the night ?"
"Yeh, why not ? We'll roll out
along the stream after we get
some chow," Jeff replied.
"Hey !" said Hank as he sat up
quickly, "They got a bar! What
do you say the hell with the food
and let's get blasted ?"
Jeff paused slightly, "Okay,
why not."
The heat gave way to the prairie cold shortly after the last re-

mains of the sunset crumbled
away. A half-moon sky developed
clustered with distant suns all of
whom were setting somewhere.
As the half-moon passed beyond
its apex the thumping of a sad
guitar drifted from the small tavern where the boys now sat. Several drinks ago Hank had commented on the potency of the
beverage they • were consuming.
Jeff had raised his glass in a salute of agreement. Now, however,
neither boy spoke. The big gaudy
juke box thumped out the strains
of Johnny Cash singing Big River.
Both boys sat playing with their
drinks until the record slid back
into its appropriate slot. Then
Jeff spoke.
"Hey Hank." Hank looked up
from his drink but didn't reply.
"You ever think of swiping a
cow ?" Jeff continued in a measured monotone.
Hank stared at Jeff but didn't

move. "Swipe a cow ? What the
hell for ? What would we do with
a cow ?"
Jeff pulled himself up slightly
and leaned forward. "Well, I been
thinkin.' You remember those
cows along the crick ?" Hank noded. "Did you see the little one—
the yearling ?" Hank thought a
moment, then nodded again.
"Well," Jeff continued with growing enthusiasm, "if we could nail
that one tonight and dress him
out we could sell him!"
"Oh, yeh, to the general store
I suppose," Hank said with a
chuckle.
"No." Jeff said sharply, somewhat annoyed. "We could haul
him to Baker, that's about fifty
miles down the road. If we can
get him there by sunup we could
be gone before anyone was the
wiser."
Hank's eyes lit slowly as the

As the now overheated Buick

idea grew in his mind. "Yeh," said
Hank, "Hell, these yokels never
know how many cows they got
anyhow."
He started to get up but
paused when Jeff raised his hand.
"Wait," said Jeff. "One more
drink. Let's drink to "Young and
Long Cattle Enterprises."

conquered another knoll a small

The now slanting moon lit the

prairie generously as the two
boys walked through the sage
along the willows which bordered
the creek.
"Keep it quiet," whispered Jeff,
"I think they're just up ahead."
The white faces of the cattle
reflecting the moonlight provided
a guide for the stalkers. The cattle were alert now to the new
sound of snapping sage. They
strained their eyes and flared
their nostrils searching out the
unknown. Due to the gurgling of
the stream they were unable to
detect the direction of the now
close-at-hand Cattle Enterprisers.
The confusion of uncertainty prevented a mass departure of the
herd. However, several of the
larger cattle drifted towards the
open prairie. A small, inquisitive
yearlings stretched his neck forward to discover the mystery for
himself. Suddenly the small white
face loomed before Jeff. Without a
word he leaped for the white
patch. Hank followed.
The struggle was brief; the removing of the entrails and the

loading into the Buick only slightly longer. The pounding of fleeting hooves died away as the small
heart ceased its spasmodic attempts at life. The boys now
laughed lightly as they washed
the blood from their hands in the
creek. A handshake was the only
communication as they prepared
to depart.
"Young and Long Cattle Enterprises" moved southwest down
the highway towards Baker. They
recounted the deed and boasted
about their cleverness as the
Buick slid forward in the night's
cool air bearing its many burdens.
It was some thirty miles out
of Flint Creek that Jeff noticed
the four head lights behind him.
__"Dim it, Damnit—you jerk!"
But the lights didn't dim, they
just came closer and closer. "Well
then pass, you fink." But the car
remained behind. Suddenly a short
column of red light appeared
above the four white head lights
and began its pulsating rhythm.
Almost immediately the red column was in front of the Buick,
bringing "Young and Long Cattle
Enterprises" to a dusty, crunching
halt along the highway. The
Buick's headlights revealed a
star, labeled SHERIFF — KING
COUNTY, spread across the
trunk of the captor.
The sheriff waited briefly in his
car. Jeff and Hank looked at each
other blankly, their chests pounding as their hearts met the
brain's emergency call for blood
— blood for thinking or maybe for
running.
The officer walked back to the
Buick slowly. He was a tall, wellbuilt man in his early forties. A
light colored Stetson rode slightly forward on his head. The glint
of chrome plating revealed a revo.ver riding high on his right
hip . . . Jeff's eyes took in all of
this but came to rest on the silver
star which tugged slightly at the
spot it was fastened to the sheriff's shirt.
"Good mornin'," the sheriff
drawled, "Can I see your license ?"
Jeff pulled out his billfold with
a quick jerk. He caught a glimpse
of the money and thought of offering a bribe. But before he realized it he had handed the license to the sheriff.
"Wyoming," announced the
sheriff, "Long way from home,
fellas. Traveling?"
"No, we been working up in

Canada," Jeff replied dryly.
"I see," said the sheriff. "Bring
that cow down from Canada?"
"What cow ?" blurted Jeff un-

thinking. How the hell could he
see the cow; it was in the trunk,
Jeff thought to himself.
"The one with its legs hanging

out of your trunk," drawled the
sheriff. A smile crept over his
face as he peered down at Jeff.
"He's got us and knows it,"
thought Jeff.
"Oh, we bought thet yesterday,"
inserted Hank.
The sheriff walked back and

felt of the animal, then returned
to the open window. "Still warm,"
he said shaking his head slightly.
"Got a bill of sale ?"
Jeff tried to say "no" but the
sound caught in his throat and
came out as a slightly audible
croak.
"No," he said again quickly.
"Better come with me to Baker. I'll follow," said the sheriff, his

voice now growing stern . . .
The cell door closed with a flat
metallic sound behind "Young and
Long Cattle Enterprises."
"Get some sleep, fellas. You'll
go before the Judge in the morning. I'll contact the rancher and
see if he wants to press charges."
The boys didn't reply to the

sheriff's words. His almost fatherly tone left them somewhat
ashamed. Neither boy understood
just why he felt this way. After
all they hadn't had much experience with fatherly tones.
Jeff and Hank sat beside the
sheriff looking up at the Judge's
desk which was raised slightly
above the floor. The taste of coffee and bacon was still in Jeff's
mouth as he surveyed the
cracked dirty walls of the once
grand judicial chambers. It was
like a dream being in that place
where criminals are tried. "What
am I doing here ?" thought Jeff,
"I'm no criminal. Bad sometimes,
sure. But Christ . . ."
The Judge opened a side door
and entered. The sheriff rose and
motioned for the boys to do the
same. The sheriff moved forward
and talked in whispers with the
Judge. The Judge wrote something on a scratch pad and then
took his seat. The sheriff continued to stand by his desk.

mind was frozen in disbelief.
"However," began the Judge

after what seemed an eternity,
"since the extent of the crime is
light and Mr. Blanchard doesn't
wish to press charges I hereby
suspend the sentence and fine you
twenty-five dollars apiece plus
two dollars costs. Further I direct you to pay Mr. Blanchard a
total of one hundred dollars for
the stolen animal."
The figures were still rolling
through their heads as the boys
counted out the bills on the
Judge's desk.
"You can pay Mr. Blanchard
here his one hundred dollars now
also." The Judge gestured towards the sheriff as he spoke.
Jeff looked around quickly but
saw no one but the sheriff. "You
mean . . .," started Jeff.
"That's right," replied the sheriff with a smile. "Sheriff Blanchard, part time rancher."
The boys peeled off the money
and then turned to face the Judge.
He smiled and rapped his gavel.
"Court's adjourned," he announced.

The boys stood watching as the
Judge left the court by the small
door on the side.
"You boys planning on staying
on ?" asked the sheriff.
"No . . . no," replied Jeff quickly. "We got to be moving on."

The boys turned and started
out of the court room door. Jeff
stopped in the doorway and turned
to the sheriff who stood watching
the boys.
"Thanks . . . Thanks a lot,"
said Jeff in a low voice.
The sheriff smiled, but said

nothing.
The brawny Buick once more
forged ahead. Only now it wasn't
in the heavy heat of late afternoon but rather in the fresh heat
of a new day. A very new day.

"Will the accused come forward," said the Judge. "You have

been accused of cattle rustling.
Do you wish to be represented by
counsel ?"
Jeff shook his head in negative
reply.
"Then we shall proceed" continued the Judge. "You have been
accused of cattle rustling on the
evening last on the ranch of Elias
Blanchard near Flint Creek. These
charges have been presented to
the court on behalf of the people
of King County by the sherif. How
do you plead?"
"Guilty," replied Jeff without
considering the question. During
the sleepless hours of the past
night they had decided to plead
guilty and take their chances on
the mercy of the court.
"Then I find you guilty of cattle rustling and by the authority
vested in me as District Judge and
in accordance with statute thirtyseven of the code of laws for the
State of Washington, I hereby
sentence you on this twenty-first
day of August to hang by the
neck until dead."
Both boys' faces drained of
color and their eyes snapped open
atthe Judge's final words.
"Hang," they murmured.
Jeff's mind reeled with thoughts.
"Hang by the neck until . . .
Holy tripes that's for outlaws . . .
They did that a hundred years
ago . . ."
Hank shivered as he stared at
the space between his feet and
the Judge's desk. The space between accuser and accused. His

Conway

Bonofiglio

From sunshine
to shadow
by Anthony Conway

Reach into the rag bag and
find your tattered past.
Dig into the dustbin
and pluck out the blinded
blue-eyed heavens from your
infant laughter.
Green leaved trees reached
into the shining sun that
followed me around the fields.
I played with frogs and foxes;
tiger-bellied newts slid
out of my fingers. Bulls
chased me through Jones' woods
and I never touched the grass.
My legs swallowed the sun and
ran through wolves and jungles.
Monsters crouched in the
black bomb shelters, treasures
aged in the terrible caves.
For a minute I'd sleep in the
sweetness of summer. Everything
was heaven and mystery. Rain
fell for me to catch it on
a laughing tongue, then I'd
roll in a puddle and run.
Now frogs are only fish bait,
and I shade my eyes from the sun.
Put the lid back on the bin.
Swirling the long dead dust
only settles it deeper
on an old and dusty head.
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Man Above Mob Below
by Judy Dubbs
Meg looked helplessly out the
window. She looked at Al desperately trying to get his attention.
She thought to herself. "One
hour — one hour that has
seemed like an eternity. He stands
there with the determination of a
martyr. 0 God, his face is stern—
that blank stare so haunted. My
husband, my husband who has
been stable, strong, and so much
a man."
She covered her face with her
hands and sobbed.
A twelve inch slab of concrete,
twelve stories
above the ground
was supporting
Al Martin. He
was n o w contemplatling that
thin line between
life and death.
In the room
behind him were
people concernMiss Dubbs ed with whether
he lived or died. Their main
thought was to discourage him
from jumping and somehow convince him to come back into the
MOM.

Included were police who were
setting up nets below to break the
fall if there was one, and nets
above in an effort to trap him.
There was Dr. Lark, a psychiatrist who had been sent for. He
was analyzing the situation and
the man's problems. It was his job
to figure out the best way to persuade him that he had something
to live for.
And Meg, the man's wife. They
had been married for twelve years.
Now there was a loss of communication. She had tried so hard to
get him to listen, but it was of
no use.
Below was the curse of all evils
— a crowd beyond control. A
crowd who had become so united
that their power of persuasion
was like a hypnotist.
THE CHORUSED words echoed
clearly through the air.
"Jump, jump, jump, jump, jump,
jump."
During the pauses came domi-

nant voices of individuals.
"Five bucks he won't go
through with it."
"Come on buddy, jump. Are ya
chicken ?"
"Hey you, why don't you come
over this way ? We can't see ya."
Meg, staring directly at the
crowd, screamed loudly.
"What in heaven's name is
wrong with you people ? You're
just a bunch of savages. You want
him to die. God stop them."
She felt a hand on her shoulder.
It was Dr. Lark.
"Mrs. Martin, they can't hear
you. Can I talk with you a minute ?"
Meg turned and nodded.
"That crowd down there is a
perfect example of mob reaction,"
said Dr. Lark. "We have to get
your husband's attention. That's
our only chance. Now could you
give me a quick background of
your personal life. There is possibly something we can divert him
with."
"What do you want to know ?"
asked Meg.
"Have there been any problems
either in your marital relationship
or your husband's business life?"
MEG looked at Dr. Lark.
"That's all we have had for the
last two years. In business life it
has been contract loss after contract loss. The company is so far
in the red that there is no hope
of getting out. Marital relationship — what relationship ? I'm
lucky if I see my husband two
hours a day. Then all we do is
argue."

Are you a poet boy ?
Can you slap life on the
back and say "I know you" ?
Can you stick life with
your pencil and pin it
onto paper ? Do spring
and winter condense to
fill your ink bottle ?
Tell me now my boy,
do you think your young head
holds the sunshine and the night ?
Does the fox's crystal bark
bounce from your ears onto paper?
Do you add the twos and
twos of the world and put down
the fours with your pencil ?
Come now my boy,
isn't my head full of
more than yours? Don't days
and years of seeing count ?
Aren't you a bit presumptuous
writing on a world you've
just stood up in?
Tell me, do you think you're a
poet boy ?
Can you make me laugh and
tremble ?
I am a poet sir.
But I just reach out to life
and try to say "I've met you."
My pencil waves in a million
things and I try to capture one.
My ink is a mixed and endless
world, it's not a bit condensed.
Yes, I'm a poet sir.
But my young head only
sees the night and full free sunshine.

The swaying mass of humanity
below was still echoing the chant.
"Jump, jump, jump, jump, jump,
jump."
They seemed to have become
louder, louder and more impatient.
Dr. Lark sat down on the window ledge. "Do you want a cigarette, Al ?" No response, not even
a flinch.
"Al," Dr. Lark began. "Would
you like to talk ?" He looked as
if he were a million miles away.
"O.K.," Dr. Lark said. "But do
you mind if I talk ?"
Al Shook his head. He' had responded — not much — but at
least he was listening.
Dr. Lark decided to plunge right
into talking about Tommy. He
didn't have time to experiment
around.
"I hear you have a nephew.
Your wife was telling me about
him. He must be a wonderful boy.
It's sad about his father's death.
I guess you might say that you're
taking his place, huh ?"

Meg paused for a minute and
once more looked at Al. He hadn't
moved a muscle — face still stern,
eyes still staring blankly.
"Go on," Dr. Lark said.
Meg turned to him with tears
filling her eyes. "I love that man
out there, Doctor, no matter how
it sounds. I love him. We have
to get him in."

HE WATCHED for another response, one minute, two minutes,
nothing. Al had lapsed back into
the trance.
Dr. Lark observed the crowd
below. He was acquainted with
the consequences of mob reaction.
He analyzed the situation to himself. "A hundred or more people
down there. All they want is an
end. An hour and a half waiting
for the final decision. It has to
start affecting him; there's no
question about it."

"O.K." Dr. Lark said calmly.
"Mrs. Martin, is there anyone or
anything that your husband is
particularly attached to ?"
"Yes, yes," Meg said desperately. "Our nephew, Tommy. He's

"Al," Dr. Lark started again.
"How old is Tommy ?"
No reply.
"Does he like to play baseball?
I have a son who is ten. Our ritual after supper every night is an

Scholar to the Youth
by Anthony Conway

Al's sister's boy. His father died
about a year ago and since then
Al has tried to take his place.
You know, going to ball games,
shows, fishing and that type of
thing."
"GOOD," said Dr. Lark. "That's
a start anyway. I think it would
be better if I talked to him now.
You try to calm down, and in a
few minutes you can take a stab
at it."

Yes, the bark of the fox
bounces, though I try to hold it
always.
I cannot add infinities.
I'll tell you straight, sir.
Our heads are one and both
are full of nothing.
Days and years are nothing
in eternity.
And, sir, I've stood up high
enough to write on what I dam
well please.
I am a poet sir.
I can make myself smile.

Angel
by F. C. Bonofiglio
The first time that I saw her,
That misty afternoon.
Quiet as a kitten's purr
She put my heart in ruin.
Her hair is like the sun rays
Her eyes are velvet blue
Lips as pink as parting days.
Her heart I wish I knew.
She is so pert and pretty-.
An Angel in disguise.
To the dance she'll go with me
Much to my surprise!
When I saw her at the door
My heart -- it skipped a beat.
Cinderella twice or more
Could not have been so sweet.
I floated 'bout on a cloud
As I held her in my arms.
I never felt quite so proud . . .
So bewitched by all her charms.

hour of playing catch. He's a
lefty — good arm too. But the
old man gets pretty worn out by
the end."
Nothing yet. Not a movement.
Not an eyebrow raised. Not even
an acknowledgement that Dr.
Lark was there.
"We went to the ball park last
Sunday. Saw a good game, but
the Mets lost. Stevie was pretty
blue. He's one of their staunch
supporters."
"What next ?" Dr. Lark asked
himself. "This man is determined.
He looked up again."
"Excuse me a minute, Al. I'm
thirsty. Say would you like a
drink of water ?"
"Hey, mister, jump will ya ? We
haven't got all day."
"Let's see you fall."
"He's gonna jump."
"He's not gonna jump."
"He's gonna jump."
THE VOICES from the street
were insistent. By now cars were
stalled two blocks either way. The
police were finding it difficult to
get through to push the crowd
back.
Dr. Lark stepped from the window and went to Meg.
"Mrs. Martin ?" Meg looked exhausted. She seeced to be almost
in a state of shock.
"Mrs. Martin ?" Dr. Lark said
again.
"Yes," replied Meg.
"Would yoy like to try ? I don't
seem to be having any luck."
"What do I say to him ? asked
Meg.
Dr. Lark looked at her. "Tell
him you love him. Tell him you
need him. Talk to him about your
marriage. Talk to him about Tommy. But try your hardest to get
him to respond."
Meg walked slowly to the window. She took a glance at the
swarm below and then sat down.
She stared at Al for several minutes and finally she started.
"Al, look at me. I love you.
Don't let me lose you. Just listen
to me. No problem is too big that
it can't be solved. Ours are minor
compared to many. We can make
it. Let's give it a second chance."
HE WAS stagnant. The possibilities of moving him seemed

slight. Meg was losing her
strength and becoming impatient.
"Al, for God's sake, can't you
look at me? aCn't you see what
you are doing ? You're killing me
and you're going to kill Tommy
too. If you can't think of me, then
think of him. He's lost once, don't
let it happen again."
The chants below were contagious. One yell led to another.
Movement. Voices. Horns. Clapping. It was becoming unbearbale
to Meg. Dr. Lark grabbed a hold
of her pulling her from the window.
"They're insane," she yelled.
"They're more insane than Al.
They're going to kill him."
Sergeant Hawkins came towards Meg and Dr. Lark. "We've
given you your chance. I'm going
to signal the men above him. If
he stays where he is we can trap
him in the net."
"No," Meg said. "You can't do
it. If you miss then that's it. I
won't let you."
"I'm afraid it's out of your
hands, Mrs. Martin."
SUDDENLY the policeman
watching Al from the window
yelled. "Quick, signal the men below. He's moving farther down the
ledge."
The street below seemed to
move with him. The people, the
clapping, the yells, the horns.
"He's going to jump."
"Watch him, he's moving the
other way."
"Come on mister, let's get it
over with."
Meg ran to the window. "Al, for
God's sake Al. Think!"
He kept moving.
THE POLICE below were frantically trying to get through the
mob. The net was several feet behind Al now.
Meg looked pleadingly at him
with tears streaking down her
cheeks. "I love you. I love you.
I love." She stopped. Al looked
at her for a moment then turned
to the crowd below. He took one
step. People scattered. The net
was still several feet behind.
M e g screamed hysterically.
"You savages, you savages. You
killed him. 0 God, you killed him!"

The Particle
by Anthony Conway
I AM
If consciousness exists
in the matter of my brain,
If any thread is at all,
Constant, blowing through life
from beginning to end,
again and always again,
around and around the wind—
I am dust
Through the sunshine in
the barefoot dawn of life.
Laughing with a morning cock.
With me, forever in my
whistles, watching or creating
the stuff or space of life.
Carrying everything else along—
I any dust on a still wind
In the dried
blue storm of nightfall,
Praying, perhaps only to myself.
Whimpering, cringing in the
face of an endless master,
or groveling only to mud,
whipping myself in the night- -I AM homage of dust to the wind.
After the painless landing'
of a nightmare's fall,
happy again with my morning
bird.
Not knowing, rolling in a
fresh and dewy morning,
Never remembering a dream of
death.
someday dreaming again—
the dust creates the wind

A LITTLE ADVICE NEVER HURT . . . Dr. Douglas Stenerson, seated, adviser to the committee in charge of publishing the
student body's creative writings, evaluates one of Bruce Johnson's
works. Bruce is a student of Dr. Stenerson's advanced composition
class and the author of the poem "W. S. C.—With Apologies to
Carl Sandburg" in this issue.

State ends season successfully;
Mankato State, which came to
Winona two weeks ago with hopes
of sewing up the NIC baseball
crown, was dealt a severe setback
- both by a sea of mud at Loughray Field and by the Warriors.
The sea of mud came in time
to postpone Friday's scheduled
game, and forced the two teams
to play a triple header on Saturday in the cozy confines of Gabrych Park.
When it was all over, the Warriors had played the role of
"spoilers" to perfection, winning
two out of three. Coach Luther
McCown's charges won the firfst
game 6-5 thanks to Rog Leon-

BULLETIN

hardt's solo home run in the bottom of the seventh, lost the second
game to the Indians via the homer
once more, as Deane Sagmoe and
Doug Hart lined homers and Tony
Corcoran turned in a five-hit
pitching job. But the Warriors
came back to win the nightcap 2-1
on home runs by team batting
leader Dennis Morgan and Davis
Usgaard.
A week ago, Winona evened its
NIC record at 6-6, good for a
fourth-place finish, and its overall
mark at 9-9 with a game with
La Crosse State remaining on the
slate.
The 6-6 NIC mark came thanks

to a double header win over Bemidji following a "pitcher's duel"
17-16 loss the previous day.
In a four-hour marathon battle,
which saw 37 hits involving the
two schools, the Beaers outlasted
the Warriors in the first gabe,
even though Winona clubbed 21
hits off the Beaver pitching and
Bemidji got 13 off Warrior hurling.
Morgan, Dean Bailey and Ted
Kelly each rapped out four hits,
with Kelly slamming a two-run
homer and a double. Morgan slapped two doubles and Bailey one.
Leonhardt, who divided his
day's duties betWeen catching and
Wednesday, May 27, 1964

10-9 record

center field, had 3-for-4 and Usgaard, Chuck Zane and Ernie Callahan each had two hits. Usgaard
also contributed a double.
Gary Petersen, the fourth Warrior hurler, was tabbed with the
loss.
Saturday was a different story,
however. Jack Benedict, freshman
righthandet from Kenosha, Wis.,
and Jerry Kohn, junior southpaw
from Wabasha, came through with
route-going performances.
Benedict won the first game 9-4,
as his mates backed him up with
a 14-hit barrage. In the nightcap,
Kohn was credited with a 6-2 decision. Warrior hitters came
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GeorgeWaterman named as
May Athlete of the Month
Winona 72, Loras 63
120-YD. HIGH HURDLES: 1. Vigness (W); 2. Stone (W); 3. Anderson
(L); T-:16.3.
100-YD. DASH: 1. Anderson (W); 2.
Waterman (W): 3. HaJec (L); T:10.1.
MILE RUN: 1. Gale (W); 2. Smtlh
(W); 3. Rahman (W); T-4:23.3.
MILE RELAY: 1. Loras; 2. Winona;
T-3 :28.9.
440-YD. RELAY: 1. Loras; 2. Winona; T-:44.4.
440-YD. DASH: 1. Eggert (L); 2.
Haggert (L); 3. Haines (W); T-:51.9.
220-YD. LOW HURDLES: 1. Stone
(W); 2. Anderson (L); 3. Hess (L); T
-:27.3.
880-YD. RUN: 1. Bralc (L); 2. Kruse
(L); 3. Olson (W); T-1:58.5.
220-YD. DASH: 1. Waterman (W);
2. Hajac (L); 3. Anderson (W); T:22.8.
TWO-MILE RUN: 1. Rahman (W);
2. Gale (W); 3. Smith (W); T-10:08.5.
SHOT PUT: 1. Weber (L); 2. Peterson (W); 3. Simon (W); D-47-81/2.
DISCUS: 1. Weber (L); 2. Peterson
(W); 3. Davis (W); D-132.7.
POLE VAULT: 1. Sate (W);_ 2. Toomay (L); T-11.
HIGH JUMP: 1. White (W); 2. Riney (L); 3. Schoening (L); T-5-10.
BROAD JUMP: 1. Wolf (L); 2. Olson (W); 3. Schoening (L); D -1 9- 9 1/2.
JAVELIN: 1. Weber (L); 2. Scharmer (W); 3. Hess (L); D-152-7.
120-YD. HIGH HURDLES: 1. Long
(SCI); 2. Norse (SCI); 3. Vigness (W);
4. Leuter (PI); T-:16.2.
100-YD. DASH: 1. McBee (SCI); 2.
Powers (PI); 3. Beagly (SCI); 4. Waterman (W); T-:10.2.
MILE RUN: 1. Gale (W); 2. Berger
(SCI); 3. Taylor (SCI); 4. Hooks (P1);
T-4:31.2.
MILE RELAY: 1. SCI; 2. Winona;
T-3 :32.1.
440-YD. RELAY: 1. SCI; 2. Winona;
T-:44.1.
440-YD. DASH: 1. Engle (SCI); 2.
Van Voorhis (SCI); 3. Wilkinson
(SCI); 4. Olson (W); T-:51.1.
220-YD. LOW HURDLES: 1. Long
(SCI) _2. Larson (SCI) 3. Norse
(SCI); 4. Olson (W); T-:26.4.
880-YD. RUN: 1. Engle (SCI); 2.
Bergen (SCI); 3. Puetz (W); 4. Jenlson; T-2:02.1.
220-YD. DASH: 1. McBee (SCI); 2.
Powers (PI); 3. Waterman (W); 4.
Anderson (W); T-:22.6.
TWO-MILE RUN: 1. Pritchard
(SCI); 2. Rahman (W); 3. Taylor
(SCI); 4. Hooks (PI); T-10:02.6.
SHOT PUT: 1. Scoles (SCI); 2. Anderson (SCI); 3. Nieland (SCI); 4. Petersen (W); D-48-4%.
DISCUS: 1. Nieland (SCI); 2. Scoles
(SCI); 3. Davis (W); 4. Smith (PI); D
-133-6%.
POLE VAULT: 1. McBee (SCI); 2.
Ploughv (SCI); 3. Hassenthaln (SCI);
4. Safe (W) ; H-12.
HIGH JUMP: 1. Lowery (SCI); 2.
White (W); 3. (tie) Beagly (SCI) and
Gust (PI); H-6.2.
BROAD JUMP: 1. Beagley (SCI); 2.
Long (SCI); 3. McBee (SCI); 4. Meyer
(SC I ) ; D-22.
HOP-STEP-JUMP: 1. Lang (SCI);
2. Beagley (SCI); 3. McBee (SCI); 4.
Lowerly (SCI); 41-4%2".
JAVELIN: 1. Soltain (SCI); 2. Scoles
(SCI); 3. Schramer (W); 4. Tilley
(PI); 174.4.

George Waterman was elected
as the final Athlete of the Montle.
in a "W" Club election recently.
Waterman was an outstanding
performer on the track team in
the squad at 29 years of age.
This month's selection is a
strapling 6 foot, 180 pounder, who
was also a halfback on the football team for the past two years
in addition to kicking off and
booting extra points when called
on.
Waterman is a junior and is
married to last fall's Homecoming
Queen Jean Goihl and is majoring
in physical education and industrial arts.

Sports Scores
BASEBALL
Winona State 21, La Crosse 3
Roepke (W-4-2), Schuler (L).
GOLF
Winona State 9%, La Crosse 8 1/2 .
Winona State lost to Loras and
Luther.
TRACK
Winona State 72, Loras 63.
St. Cloud 97 1/2 , Bemidji 62,
Winona State 50%
(NAIA trials at St. Cloud.)

HUSTLE IT UP! . .. Coach Bob Keister has the clock on one
of his runners during a recent track meet at Jefferson Field.

Wussow sees, hears and sez

• • •

Nostalgia twangs at heart
strings as year moves on
There is just a tad of nostalgia
twanging at the old heart strings
as we pound out this final column
of 1964. During the past school
year, we've come to know and appreciate many outstandingly fine
and upright athletes and coaches
which make up the Winona State
athletic dens. This reporter would
certainly like to thank everyone
concerned with this column in the
past nine months who has helped
out by answering pestering questions and passively stomping on
his many mistakes. To all, thank
you.
For those of you who don't
know, the State of Minnesota is
being tabbed for a proposed million-dollar athletic plant to replace the Memorial Hall facilities.
The hoped - to - be appropriated
monies, which will fall in the laps
of the 1965 legislature, will provide for a massive gym, swimming
pool, handball courts, wrestling
gyms and the like.
Considering that the Warrior
baseball team didn't have too
much in the line of outstanding
players this past season, they did
pretty good. Teamwork was the
key, with the expert tutelage of
Dr. Luther McCown lending the
youthful Warriors a constant
hand.

Tom Vail
To coach at Platteville

••••,::••

Giving each spring sport equal
time in this final issue, certainly

the track and golf squads are
to be commended. Bob Keister
brought a bunch of greenies to the
starting blocks late in the winter
and although Keister didn't do the
working for the boys, he did instill
a great amount of spirit in his
team.
Along with Keister, George Waterman probably serves as the one
most likely to deserve credit for
bringing the track squad around.
The 29-year-old junior, an ace
dashman, constantly prodded and
pushed the younger members of
the squad into doing just a little
bit more. A respected man is
Waterman among his team's
ranks, and well does he deserve
the respect.
Dick Jones, a reserved freshman
linksman from Albert Lea, rates
as one of the finest golf prospects
ever to enroll at Winona State,
Jones has won medalist honors in
several of the Warriors matches
so far, and although this item was
written before the NIC meet last
weekend, this reporter feels that
Jones will finish very high in the
conference, with the team finishing no worse than second.
In all, it has been a favorable
year. Again, let me extend my
appreciation to all those who have
been kind enough to put up with
me.

12 Winona State
women in track
meet at Falls
Twelve Winona State women
entered the River Falls Invitational Track Meet on May 16.
Other colleges participating in
the meet were: La Crosse, University of Wisconsin (Oshkosh,
Eau Claire) , University of Wisconsin, (Milwaukee and River
Falls).
The Staters did very well in
placing finalists in eleven of the
twelve events.
In the 50 yard dash Judy Knutson took 5th and Karen Grimm
took 6th; in the 100 yard dash
Judy Knutson took 3rd place; in
the 220 yard run Maddy Litschke
took 5th; in the 440 yard run
Maddy took 5th; in the shot put
event Barb Knutson took 6th; in
the discus competition Barb took
4th;

through with 14 safties.
Usgaard was the big gun with
the bat in the initial contest as
he went a perfect 4-for-4 with a
triple, single and two doubles.
St. Cloud rapped up the NIC
baseball title a week ago by
sweeping a twin-bill from Mankato. Bemidji placed last in the
loop with a 1-8 mark.

Pat Sherman grabs
first in U of M

tennis tournament

Pat Sherman rounded out her
exceptional tennis play at W.S.C.
in grand style as she won the singles titles for the second time at
the Minnesota Intercollegiate Invitational Tennis Tournament held
at the University of Minnesota
May 9, 1964.
During Pat's four years here
she has won the
Carleton Invitational Tennis
Tournament
three
times and was
runner-up once.
She won t h e
State College of
Iowa Tournament in
her
Miss Sherman
freshman year.
At the University of Minnesota
Pat was champion her freshman
and senior years and runner-up
her sophomore and junior years.
In this year's tournament Pat
defeated Pat Terry of the U. of
Minn. in the first round 6-0, 6-1;
in the semi-finals she defeated Sue
Erickscn of Carleton 6-0, 6-1. Pat
defeated her teammate Gretchen
Koehler 6-3, 6-0 for the championship. Gretch had turned the tables
on Pat by defeating her in the
1962 tournament.
Gretch Koehler defeated Nanvy
Heisel of the U. of Minn. in the
first round and Kathy Wright of
U. of Minn. in the semi-finals to
gain a shot at the championship.
Ruth Dahling, in her first season
of tennis, was defeated in the first
round by Kathy Wright of the U.
of Minn. in three sets -- 3-6, 6-1,
3-6. Ruth then moved into the
consolation bracket and was defeated by Nancy Heisel of the U.
of Minn. 1 :6, 2-6.
In doubles play Karen Grimm
and Sal Rotty drew a first round
bye. In the second round they
were defeated by Miller and Kennedy of St. Teresa 3-6, 4-6. They
then went into the consolation
bracket and played a three set
marathon with Dickinson and
Hatfield of Carleton before losing
6-8, 9-7, 4-6. This match lasted
2 1/2 hours. With Pat Sherman the
only senior on the squad, Winona
State should be able to hold their
own as the other members gain
more experience.
For the second year Mary Witt
was Winona State's only entry
in the Minnesota Inter-collegiate
Golf Tournament. Mary came
from a fifth place finish last year
to the third place finish this year.
With that kind of improvement
we can look for even better things
to come in the next two years.

Golfers look sharp, compete
in NIC tourney at Mankato
Members of the Winona State
golf team should put themselves
up for hire as rainmakers. It
seems as though each time Coach
Austin Loeffler's ranks trot out
on the links, the skies open and
release steady showers until the
match is over.
It happened for the fifth meet
in a row two weeks ago at the
La Crosse Country Club, where
the Warriors eventually defeated
the La Crosse State Indians 9%8%
"It's hard to believe," said

Loeffler after the match. "Each
time we play, it pours."
A trio of Warriors shared medalist honors with another pair
from the La Crosse squad. Dick
Jones, Jim Ullrich and Jim Huettl
fired 75s, while Lew Carpenter
and Tom Neis shot 75s for La
Crosse.
Other State scores were an 80
by Bob Quinn, 82 by Tom Thaldorf and an 84 by Bill Howard.
Winona State competed in the
NIC golf test at Mankato State
this past weekend.
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Dates set for
payment of fees

MEDAL FOR KING . . . A. Moltke-Hansen, right, consulgeneral for Norway in Minneapolis, pins the Saint Olav Madel on
Dr. Nels Minne, president of WSC in a ceremony Monday. The
award from King Olav V is in recognition, said the consul, of Dr.
Minne's role in establishing the exchange program between WSC
and the teachers college in Oslo, Norway.

Pre registration
Fall quarter of 1964 will see the
following dates open for payment
of fees: Thursday, Friday, and
Monday, August 27, 28, and 31,
and Tuesday through Friday, September 1, 2, 3, 4.
The hours for these seven dates
are 8:30 to 11:30 a.m. and 1:00
to 3:30 p.m.
Returning upperclassmen, especially those living in or near Winona, are urged to pay fees during
this pre-registration period. Those
unable to come to the campus at
this time may pay fees during the
regular Registration as follows:
New students . . . 8:30 a.m. to
3:30 p.m. Thursday, September 10.
Returning students . . . 8:30
a.m. to 3:30 p.m. Friday September 11.
A late fee of $5.00 for the first
day and $2.00 for each additional
day goes into effect after 3:30 p.m.
September 11.

Students do well
in JFK drive
The WSC students were very
cooperative in giving to the John
Fitzgerald Kennedy Memorial Library fund even though a hoped
for $1000 wasn't collected.
As chairman of the JFK drive,
Sal Rotty would like to thank her
committee for giving so much of
its time and effort to make the
drive a success. She would also
like to thank all the students who
dug deep into their pockets and
gave so freely for the construction
of the Library.
WSC will send a check for
$172.54 to the national library
committee. The money was obtained in the following ways:
donations
1) Student-faculty
collected during the week
May 4-8 ($102.90).
2) Sacrifice dinner held in Richards Hall Cafeteria consisting of steak and french fries
amounted to $26.27 after donations by the students.
3) Winona Keys, a new service
club on campus, donated $5.
4) Newman Club, $5.
5) Businessmen of Winona donated $10.85.
6) Benefit Variety Show which
took place May 18, $28.52 of
which $6.00 was deducted
for janitor fees.
The Variety Show program,
composed of ten acts, was M.C'd
by Tom Leuchtenberg. The show
began with a folk singing group,
composed of George Lanik, Steve
Andrus, and Phil Gernes. The second and third acts were done by
Joy Plooster and Joan Kidd; Judy
Fuglestad and Jeni Sheets. Amid
the strumming of guitars, Joan
Kidd, Jeni Sheets, Jan Wassing,
Joy Plooster and Sal Rotty, members of the Troops, sang two folk
songs. Bob Carr followed with his
usual partner—"The Dummy." After a brief intermission Sherry
Klebs entertained with three vocal selections. Following Sherry,
were the "Joy Boys," a comedy
duet sung by Jan Wassing and
San Rotty.
To change the pace, Jeni
Sheets and Bill Gray sang three
rock n' roll numbers as a last bit
of comedy, Reg Robinson and
Barb Knutson did "My Bucket's
Got a Hole in It." The show ended with the Townsmen, another
male folk singing group on campus composed of Ron Chronacher,
Chuck Hagen, Tom Stanton, Vern
Shea, and Rory Mattson.
The fund drive was a success
and WSC can be proud that it
has taken part, along with hundreds of other colleges and universities to help build the library in
memory of "The People's President," John Fitzgerald Kennedy.

•

VETERAN OFFICERS ? . . . No, not really. These four members of the WSC's Vets Club have been elected officers for next
year. Selected were: seated, Dave Osvveiler, secretary; standing,
left to right, are: Dick Kerrigan, vice-president, Orrin Hager,
treasurer, and Bill Anderson, president.

What's Up?
First Summer Session
June
17 — Movie 7:30 Somsen Auditorium
22 — Tripjacks (University Folk
Singers) 10:15 a.m. Somsen
Auditorium
24 — River Excursion 7:30 p.m.,
Levee
July
1 — Open date 7:30 to 10:30 p.m.
Smog
10-11 — "Music Man" 8:00 p.m.
Somsen Auditorium
Second Summer Session
July
23 — Afro-West Indian Review
7:30 p.m. Somsen Auditorium
29 — Conservation Workshop
(Lecture and Dinner)
Whitewater State Park Bus
leaves 5:00 p.m., Somsen Auditorium
30 — Marshall-Izen Pianist - Humorist, 10:15 a.m., Somsen
Auditorium
August
5 — River Excursion, 7:30 p.m.
Levee
12 — Movie, 7:30 p.m., Somsen
Auditorium
119 — Open Date, 7:30-10:30 p.m.
Smog

Vice-president
of U. of Minn.
to give address
Mr. Stanley Wenberg, vice-president of the University of Minnesota, will deliver the Commencement Address to the 167 spring
graduates of WSC, June 4 at 10:30
a.m., in Memorial Hall.
V.F.W. Post 1287 will present
the colors, followed by the invocation, which will be given by the
Reverend George Goodreid of St.
Paul's Episcopal Church.

Wednesday, May, 27, 1964

Who's Who qualifications
sent to Faculty Senate
The May 19 meeting of the SS
was called to order by Vice-President S. Rotty.
Mike Kirschke reported that the
qualifications for Who's Who went
to the Faculty Senate.
Sal Rotty reported that the
J F K drive had collected $172.54.
Jan Wassing passed copies of
the Freshman initiation plans to
all SS members.
Maddy Litschke reported that
there will be a Tri-College Conference by telephone with a booking agency May 20.
Sue Zimmer met with the religious club presidents and they are
forming an Inter-religious counsel.
The religious clubs will be sponsoring a beach party next fall on
September 13.
Maddy Litschke and the social
committee set up a list of courtesies for chaperones. A copy will
be given to each senator next
week.
Doug Rosendahl moved that the
SS accept Carl Nevils and Jim
Reynolds to be on the standing
committee of the Student Union
Board. M. Litschke seconded the
motion. It was carried.
Jerry Currans moved that the
SS accept the following people for
the Athletic Committee: George
Waterman, Mary Witt, and Bill
Kohler. Mike Kirsche seconded the
motion. It was carried.
Bob Keller moved that all senators bring a list of their committee members next week to be approved by the SS. Mike Kirsche
,

Faculty members
are promoted
Seven faculty members will receive academic promotions effective Sept. 1, Dr. Nels Minne, president, announced.
Becoming professors are Dr.
James Opsahl and Dr: James Wilson; Dr. Robert Campbell, associ
ate professor, and William Emmons, Madeo Molinari, Jerry Witt,
and Jacque Reidelberger, assistant
professor, the promotions of Mr.
Reidelberger and Mr. Molinari being contingent on completion of
graduate studies.

Changes made in
Defense Program
Attention all students interested
in student loans.
The following two changes have
been made in the National Defense Program:
1) The minimum number of
hours required per quarter has

seconded the motion. It was car-ried.
Bob Keller spoke to Mr. Mariner who brought up the subject of
a Student Directory for the 19641965 school year. In order to publish a directory, we must first be
granted the money from the Finance Committee and second we
must find a responsible club to
handle the directory. A committee, consisting of Jack Getskow,
Bob oKller, and Sal Rotty was set
up to look into this matter.
Maddy Litschke moved that
Mike Lyons and Jim Starkman
stand as treasurer co-chairmen of
the senior class. Sue Zimmer seconded the motion. It was carried.
Jan Wassing moved that the
SS approve the freshman initiation rules and recommend that
this proposal be submitted to the
Faculty Senate due to prior faculty disapproval. Bill Silvers seconded the motion. It was carried.
Bob Keller moved that the SS
send thank you cards to Larry
Johnson and Jim Noll for counting
ballots for class officer elections.
Mike Kirsche seconded the motion. It was carried.
Bob Keller moved that the SS
buy letterhead stationery and envelopes for the SS with the money
left over in the treasury. Sue Zimmer seconded the motion. It was
carried.
The meeting was adjourned.
Respectfully submitted
Barb Anderson
Secretary

been reduced from 14 quarter
hours to 12 quarter hours.
2) The minimum cummulative
grade point average required to
qualify for a loan has been changed from 2.35 to 2.25 for those students with 97 or more quarter
hours.
You may wish to clip this and
refer to these changes when you
apply for a loan.

Terry Eggerichs
obtains fellowship
Terry Eggerichs, a WSC junior
from Goodhue, Minnesota, has received a National Science Foundation Undergraduate Fellowship for
the summer of 1964.
A chemistry major and math
minor, Terry will do his rc,search
in bio-chemistry at the University
of Minnesota under the direction
of a university professor.
Terry also received a similar
grant for study in inorganic chemistry at North Dakota State, but
chose the grant at the University
because of his interest in biochemistry.

Dean M. R. Raymond will present the classes. Mr. S. J. Kryzsko, Resident Director will present diplomas and confer degrees,
assisted by Dr. F. L. Van Alstine,
head of WSC's graduate division,
and Miss Lois Simons, registrar.
Robert Chapek, president of the
Senior Class, will then present
the 1964 class gift.
Conducted by Richmond McCluer, the college band will open
the program with Philip Gordon's
"Ceremony at Margate Processional" and will close the ceremony with Jack Lee's "Land of
Liberty."

Alumni dinner reservation
Wednesday, June 3, 7 p.m., Richards Hall
Please make

reservations for the dinner
Attached is $2.00 per plate

signed

CLASS OFFICERS . . . 1964-65 class officers were elected
May 15. Bert Yamamoto, who was chosen junior class president,
is shown here being congratulated by SS president, Bob Keller,
while Phil Silver, new sophomore class president, looks on. Missing
is Ted Kelley, new senior class president. Yamamoto and Kelley
were re-elected to class offices which they have held for the past
year. This is Silver's first year of office.

